*    The Mountain Oracle    *

The dancers were now moving through a measure,
which, square at first, became a fretted circle as the full
moon lifted from Popa, a moon of power which
quenched all lamps but those in the palm-shadows.
There was a low cry from the people, as if they had
been sucked into the two circles, and with the moon
and the dance were floating in a plenitude. With a coil-
ing movement the dancers changed the meander. A
sigh went up. So from pattern to pattern the dances
continued till the invocation was complete.

The King retired for some rest after midnight and
before the first glimmer of day was on his elephant, for
it was customary to reach the second camp on the
shoulder soon after dawn. As they brushed through the
forest the dew lay wringing wet on the fronds. It was a
rugged narrow path and the procession was strung out
to an immense length, men, horses, palanquins, ele-
phants, winding through the trees. Though the moon
still held, her light was changing, hardening, her silver
turning grey. Suddenly the earth gave up her odour
more strongly and as men looked they saw that what
had been blurred was distinct, for the dawn had come.

When the sun was clearing the tree-tops they reached
an open space high on Popa's shoulder, in the centre of
which was the shrine which housed the wooden shapes
of the Mahagiri. The procession was brought to a halt.
A great crowd of people had already arrived and an
undercurrent of drums spoke of rising excitement.

The King entered his camp, which was a replica of
that at the bottom of the hill, and, dismounting, en-
quired whether the mediums were present and when
the ceremony would begin. He was informed that
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